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    The Nan-Shan was on her way from the southward to the treaty port of Fu-chau, with some cargo in her 
lower holds, and two hundred Chinese coolies returning to their village homes in the province of Fo-kien, 
after a few years of work in various tropical colonies. The morning was fine, the oily sea heaved without a 











葉を英語で coolie, cooly と表示し、それを漢字で苦力とあてたとされる。中国人は外来語を、意訳でなく音
で表示する場合に、音が相似していて意味内容が適切な漢字をあてる。苦力はその典型例で、苦しい力役に
従事する労働者という意味を出している。」
3）    Joseph Conrad, “Typhoon,” The Nigger of the “Narcissus” and Typhoon and Other Stories (“Collected Edition of 




The fore-deck, packed with Chinamen, was full of sombre clothing, yellow faces, and pigtails, sprinkled over 
with a good many naked shoulders, for there was no wind, and the heat was close. The coolies lounged, talked, 
smoked, or stared over the rail; some, drawing water over the side, sluiced each other; a few slept on hatches, 








and every single Celestial of them was carrying with him all he had in the world―a wooden chest with a 
ringing lock and brass on the corners, containing the savings of his labours: some clothes of ceremony, sticks 
of incense, a little opium maybe, bits of nameless rubbish of conventional value, and a small hoard of silver 
dollars, toiled for in coal lighters, won in gambling-houses or in petty trading, grubbed out of earth, sweated 
out in mines, on railway lines, in deadly jungle, under heavy burdens―amassed patiently, guarded with care, 


















































































The sun, pale and without rays, poured down leaden heat in a strangely indecisive light, and the Chinamen 
were lying prostrate about the decks. Their bloodless, pinched, yellow faces were like the faces of bilious 
invalids. Captain MacWhirr noticed two of them especially, stretched out on their backs below the bridge. 
As soon as they had closed their eyes they seemed dead. Three others, however, were quarrelling barbarously 
away forward; and one big fellow, half naked, with herculean shoulders, was hanging limply over a winch; 
another, sitting on the deck, his knees up and his head drooping sideways in a girlish attitude, was plaiting his 


















Then Jukes was directed in the same subdued voice to keep the forward ’tween-deck clear of cargo. Two 
hundred coolies were going to be put down there. The Bun Hin Company were sending that lot home. 
Twenty-five bags of rice would be coming off in a sampan directly, for stores. All seven-years’-men they 
were, said Captain MacWhirr, with a camphor-wood chest to every man. The carpenter should be set to work 
nailing three-inch battens along the deck below, fore and aft, to keep these boxes from shifting in a sea-way. 
Jukes had better look to it at once. “D’ye hear, Jukes?” This Chinaman here was coming with the ship as far 
as Fu-chau―a sort of interpreter he would be. Bun Hin’s clerk he was, and wanted to have a look at the space. 

















    Jukes took care to punctuate these instructions in proper places with the obligatory “Yes, sir,” ejaculated 
without enthusiasm. His brusque “Come along, John; make look see” set the Chinaman in motion at his heels. 
    “Wanchee look see, all same look see can do,” said Jukes, who having no talent for foreign languages 
mangled the very pidgin-English cruelly. He pointed at the open hatch. “Catchee number one piecie place to 
sleep in. Eh?”
    He was gruff, as became his racial superiority, but not unfriendly. The Chinaman, gazing sad and speechless 

























    “No catchee rain down there―savee?” pointed out Jukes. “Suppose all’ee same fine weather, one piecie 
coolie-man come topside,” he pursued, warming up imaginatively. “Make so―Phooooo!” He expanded his 
chest and blew out his cheeks. “Savee, John? Breathe―fresh air. Good. Eh? Washee him piecie pants, chow-
chow top-side―see, John?”
    With his mouth and hands he made exuberant motions of eating rice and washing clothes; and the 
Chinaman, who concealed his distrust of this pantomime under a collected demeanour tinged by a gentle and 
refined melancholy, glanced out of his almond eyes from Jukes to the hatch and back again. “Velly good,” 
he murmured, in a disconsolate undertone, and hastened smoothly along the decks, dodging obstacles in his 
course. He disappeared, ducking low under a sling of ten dirty gunny-bags full of some costly merchandise 




























    When Jukes turned, his eyes fell upon the rounded back and the big red ears of Captain MacWhirr, who 
had come across. He did not look at his chief officer, but said at once, “That’s a very violent man, that second 
engineer.”
    “Jolly good second, anyhow,” grunted Jukes. “They can’t keep up steam,” he added, rapidly, and made a 
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    Captain MacWhirr, unprepared, took a run and brought himself up with a jerk by an awning stanchion. 
    “A profane man,” he said, obstinately. “If this goes on, I’ll have to get rid of him the first chance.”
    “It’s the heat,” said Jukes. “The weather’s awful. It would make a saint swear. Even up here I feel exactly 
as if I had my head tied up in a woollen blanket.”
    Captain MacWhirr looked up. “D’ye mean to say, Mr. Jukes, you ever had your head tied up in a blanket? 
What was that for?”
    “It’s a manner of speaking, sir,” said Jukes, stolidly.
    “Some of you fellows do go on! What’s that about saints swearing? I wish you wouldn’t talk so wild. What 
sort of saint would that be that would swear? No more saint than yourself, I expect. And what’s a blanket got 
to do with it―or the weather either. . . . The heat does not make me swear―does it? It’s filthy bad temper. 
That’s what it is. And what’s the good of your talking like this?”
    Thus Captain MacWhirr expostulated against the use of images in speech, and at the end electrified Jukes 
by a contemptuous snort, followed by words of passion and resentment: “Damme! I’ll fire him out of the ship 













    The coming of the white devils was a terror. Had they come to kill? The individuals torn out of the ruck 
became very limp in the seamen’s hands: some, dragged aside by the heels, were passive, like dead bodies, 
with open, fixed eyes. Here and there a coolie would fall on his knees as if begging for mercy; several, whom 
the excess of fear made unruly, were hit with hard fists between the eyes, and cowered; while those who were 














    Suddenly one of the coolies began to speak. The light came and went on his lean, straining face; he threw 
his head up like a baying hound. From the bunker came the sounds of knocking and the tinkle of some dollars 
rolling loose; he stretched out his arm, his mouth yawned black, and the incomprehensible guttural hooting 
sounds, that did not seem to belong to a human language, penetrated Jukes with a strange emotion as if a brute 
















    “The hatches had been taken off already, and they were all on deck after a night and a day down below. It 
made you feel queer to see so many gaunt, wild faces together. The beggars stared about at the sky, at the sea, 
at the ship, as though they had expected the whole thing to have been blown to pieces. And no wonder! They 
had had a doing that would have shaken the soul out of a white man. But then they say a Chinaman has no 
soul. He has, though, something about him that is deuced tough. There was a fellow (amongst others of the 
badly hurt) who had had his eye all but knocked out. It stood out of his head the size of half a hen’s egg. This 
would have laid out a white man on his back for a month: and yet there was that chap elbowing here and there 
in the crowd and talking to the others as if nothing had been the matter. They made a great hubbub amongst 
themselves, and whenever the old man showed his bald head on the foreside of the bridge, they would all 
leave off jawing and look at him from below.  ( p. 101 )














Conrad にとって、他者とは何を意味していたのであろうか。英国に帰化したポーランド人 Conrad 
にとって中国をはじめとした東洋はどのような原的イメージによって認識されていたのであろう
か。読者によるテキストの精密な読みを出発点とする作者像 Conrad の探求においても、テキスト
に内在する他者性の問題は、複合的、多層的意味の生成起点となっているのである。

